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around my shoulder, on the little platform
which used to be on the peak of the roof of
the old building, watching the sun set over
the far-away hills; and by some miracle I
was able to forget myself and speak the things
that are true and eternal if one sees them
but once in a lifetime. And oh! the tender-
ness and the kindness of the dear Professor.
Many, many years have come and gone since
that great soul for a moment raised the
small, timid soul of the boy into a sense of
companionship. It would be grossly out of
place to attempt to set down here the conse-
quences. But surely it may be accepted as
the tribute of the boy's reverence and not set
down to the egoism of the boy, grown man,
if I say that through all the wanderings of
the years the light then kindled before my
boyish eyes, though it has flickered, has never
died; though it has been obscured, has never
misled or played me false; though it has
lighted for me a different path from his, yet
it may shine at last upon the same goal.

" * Therefore to thee it was given
Many to save with thyself
And at the end of thy day,
Oh, faithful shepherd, to come,
Bringing thy sheep in thy hand/f>ome and gone, a whole generation of
